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Next saw we Dread, all trembling how he shook,
With foot uncertain, proffer'd here and there:
Benumb'd of speech, and, with a ghastly look,
Search'd every place, all pale and dead for fear,
His cap born up with staring of his hair,
'Stoin'd and arnaz'd at his own shade for dread,
And fearing greater dangers than was need.
And next, within the entry of this lake,
Sat fell Revenge, gnashing her teeth for ire,
Devising means how she may vengeance take,
Never in rest, till she have her desire:
But frets within so far forth with the fire
Of wreaking flames, that now determines she
To die by death, or veng'd by death to be.
When fell Revenge, with bloody foul pretence
Had show'd herself as next in order set,
With trembling limbs we softly parted thence,
Till in our eyes another sight we met:
When from my heart a sigh forthwith I fet,
Rueing, alas! upon the woeful plight
Of Misery, that next appear'd in sight.
His face was lean, and somedeal pin'd away,
And eke his hands consumed to the bone,
But what his body was, I cannot say,
For on his carcass raiment had he none,
Save clouts and patches, pieced one by one;
With staff in hand, and scrip on shoulder cast,
His chief defence against the winter's blast.
His food, for most, was wild fruits of the tree,
Unless sometime some crumbs fell to his share,
Which in his wallet long, God wot, kept he,
As on the which full daintily would fare:
His drink, the running stream;  his cup, the bare
Of his palm clos'd $  his bed, the hard cold ground:
To this poor life was Misery ybound.
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